JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
I went out to join Dorothy at Jeanne de Casalis's home. There
was a man named Sir Something H. there and Malcolm Keen.
He was wrong and precise about everything. Practically the
whole evening was spent in discussing how to start a decent
theatrical enterprise. When I looked at my watch it was 11.30.
We reached home at 12.5. Jeanne has some sense. K. has
some sense. Perhaps Dorothy had more than either of them.
I was sardonic and realistic.
Sunday, April 3rd.
The Messmore Kendalls came for lunch. I showed them the
picture of Hondecoeter of which I had got them the refusal.
He would have bought it instantly, but there is a large peacock
in the picture, and Messmore said that his mother held that
peacocks (with certain other birds) were unlucky, and that if
they had it in the house she would never be induced to come into
the same. I felt at once that I could turn the peacock idea
into a story.1
Monday, April 4th.
A fairly idle day. I went to South Kensington Museum, and
looked at the de Wint oils. I searched for ideas ; but not
too seriously. However, I found enough. Yesterday I read a
lot of Gorky's novel " Decadence ". It is very fine. The best
thing of his that I have read.
Wednesday, April 6th.
We lunched at Jane and H. G. Wells's : Nevinson, Lady Currie,
JVL et Madame Emile Boul, Mrs. Williams, Ellis, and Walter Roch,
A bad meal but a good lunch.
Dorothy and I dined with Beaverbrook at the Vineyard.
Masterman was there, but nobody else. A young blonde,
Kitty Kinross, came in about n. Max was in great form as a
raconteur of scandals. Very great fun. We left at 11.50 to
go to Syne Maugham's house-warming party in King's Road.
A large crowd.
Friday, April &th.
My short story had a considerable momentum, and I had written
another 700 words of it by 11.30, or even earlier.    At 6 I wrote
1 This story, " The Peacock ", was reprinted in " The Night Visitor ".
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